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T HIS Narragive 2 en- 
| & tered at the Company of 
Stationers-Hall in London, the 
Proprietor therefore thinks it ne- 
ceſſary to give this caution to all 
Country Bookſellers and Printers. 
That if they preſume to print or 


being firſt obtain d and granted 
by the faid proprietor, they will 
be proſecuted with the utmoſt ri- 


.gour, as the Law i in ſuch caſes 
; directs. 
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publiſh the ſame, without leave 


| 
|. 
0 
| 
' 
| 
1 


pen to deſcribe, or ſend forth to the world a more 


To the Readers of this valuable 
and affecting Narrative. 


| Lapis and GENTLEMEN, © E 
* HE PaoraiE ron of this ſmall Piece. after 
KR a great deal of pains and trouble, Purchas d 
the contents from one of the beſt families 


of repute in Cornwall ; and altho' the ingenious Mr. 


LiIo ( Author of the hiſtory of George Bm 
was the firſt that ever attempted the writing of this 
affecting Narrative; yet he came far ſhort in ſeveral 
moving particulars, and which have been ſufficiently 
authenticated, from undoubted veracity fince that 
ume. 


to be his books off, but will are & 00 he epgeabe- 


tion of every judicious reader, of both ſexes, who 


have read this little book, whether it is poſſible for: 


valuable 


7 the READER, &c. 


22 mol or improving ſubject than this; it be- 
ing worthy the artention of every ſect and denomina- 
tion, as the ſubje@ is-wrote in · a noble and pathetic 
file, and can with juſtice and candour ſay, that every 


2 be deemed as a jewel, throughout the whole. 


The great ſucceſs in the ſale for this curious piece, 
bath in England and Ireland, is almoft incredible, this 
being the Garth edition in one year——it being not 
only univerſally known to be authentic, but the very 


place, here the fatal cataſtrophe happen'd, near Pen- 


ryn, in Corawall, is called Milmot' s Bloody Hall, to 


1 ee eee till time is no more. 


| Thave atfo added to this Narrative, a letter from 


4 the unfortunate and famous Sir Walter Raleigh, to 
his Lady, when under ſentence of death i in Wincheſ 


ter goal in the year 1615-16. It is wrote in a fine 
and moving ſtile, and worthy the peruſal of every 
Parent. 19 61 need not Yay any more in regard to this 
„ 


Your's be. 


The Paorzigron. 
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Old Wir nor ale. 


(HE do is far advanced ; the'-chearkul fo 
un 
'T Purſues with vigour his — 


No labour leſſens, and no time decays 
232 or ſplendor: Evermore che ſame, 
From age to age his influence ſuſtains | 
ndent worlds, r | 
On the dull maſs that forms their duſky orbs, 


3 


Yet man, of jarring 
Who poſts 


poi From change 1 hange, fic the fiſt har 
C Om 
Of his frail being hi 


s diffolutioan, 

Enjoys the E e | 
To think, and to be wretched—— What is life, 
To him that's born to die ! or what that wiſdem . 
Whole perfection ends, in knowin 
Meer contradiction all ! A tragic farce = 
Tedious tho ſhort, and withous art dab rate, ; 
Ridiculouſly fad—— 
Where haſt been Fandal ? 

Randa/. Not out of Penryn, Sir, but to the ſtrand, 


To hear what news from Falmouth ſince the ſtorm 
Qt wind laſt night. 


8 nothing! 
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Old Wilmer. It was a dreadful one. 
Na. Some found it fo. A noble 


Old Films. ike hich of eval of wth 
Randal. n — but much the greater 


'Tis * 1 


84. 
Of future 


” ip- ; a 
In Cornwall here. The brave Sir Waker Raleigh, 
Being arrived at Plymouth from Guinea, | 
e 
» his own 
Aud ivreporcd, be mutt l Herd. 
mult loſe his 

To ſatisfy the _ 
Old 3 bot. Not unlikely; 

genius does not Ga the times. 


England muſt fubmit t it—Gallant, man ! 
Pofterity perhaps may do thee juſtice, 
thy courage, learni 


Randal, 1f her the 
w her paſs « High fre owls th 
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Old Wilmot. She's gone to ißt Charlot—She dock 
well. 

In the ſoft boſom of that gentle maid, 5 

| Of moral pedants, e er believ'd, o ag 

With what amazing conſtancy and truth, 

Doth ſhe ſuſtain the abſence of our ſon, 

Whom more than life ſhe loves! How ſhun for him, 

1 Whom we ſhall ne*er ſee more, the rich and great? 

Who own her charms more than ſupply the want 


| Of ſhining heaps, and ſigh to make her happy. 


Since our misfortunes, we have found no friend— 
None who our diſtreſs—but her; 

| And ſhe, by what I have obſerved of late, 
Is tired, ar ſe endd———o—_ condition 
Io live a burden to one's only friend. 

| And blaſt her with our congagious woe 
Who that had reaſon, ſoul, or ſenſe would bear it 
4+ A momentlon !——Then this honeſt wretch lo 
ye —_ 1 
A rous youth to me? 
His ſervice L bread elſewhere, | 
Tho? I have none to give him——Prithee, Randal 
How long haſt thou been wich me 

Randal. Fifteen years, fir. 

I was a-very child when firſt you ook me | 
To wait upon your ſon, my dear young maſter ! 
I oft have wiſh'd, I'd gone to India with him; 
Tho” you, deſponding, give him o'er for loſt. 
(Old Wilmot wipes bis eyes.) 
I am to blame—This talk revives your ſorrow 
( For his abſence. 
1 Old Wilmot. How can that be reviv'd, 
Which never died? 

Randal. The whole of my intent LS 
Was to confeſs your bounty, that ſupplied 
Theloſs of both my parents; I was long 
The object of pa 4c 


Old 


Or rather Pm thy debtor II remember, 


4 The Farar Cuntestry: Y 
_ Oli Filme. No more of chat: Thou it ſerved me 


longer ſince 
Without reward ; fo that account is balanced, 


When poverty began to ſhow her face | 
Within theſe walls, and all my orher ſervants, 
Like pamper'd vermin from a falling houſe, 
Rerreared wich the plunder they had gu, 
And left me, too indulgent, (too remiſs - 
For ſuch u wretches ) to be cruſh'd 
Beneath the ruin they had helped to make, 
more good than wiſe, refuled to leave me. 
Rands!l. Nay, I beſeeck you, fir? 
Old Filmet. With my diſtreſs, © 


In perfect contradiftion to the world, 


Thy love, reſpect and diligence increaſed; 
Now all the recompence within my power, 
Is to diſcharge thee, comme from my hard, 
Unprofitable ſervice. | 

Randal. Heaven forbid ! 

Shall I forſake you in your greateſt need? 


Believe me, fir, my honeſt ſoul abhors 
The barb'rous though. 


Old F/ilmot. What! can'ſt thou feed on air? 
I have not left wiferewitli wo purchaſe food 


For one month lon 
Randal Rather chan leave you thus, 
I'll beg my bread, and live on others bounty 


While I ſerve you. 


Old Wilmot, Down, down, my ſwelling heart, 


Or burſt in ſilence : *Tis thy eruel fate 


Inſults thee by his kindneſs—He is innocent 
Of all the pain it thee——Go thy ways 

I will no more ſuppreſs thy 1 

Of riſing in the world. 

Randal. Tis true; I am young 
And never tried my fortune, or my genius; 
Which may perhaps, find out ſome happy means, 
As yet unthought of, to ſupply your wants. 


x 
An AFFECTING 


Old Wilnat. Thou tortur'ſt me hate all obligate 
Which I can ne'er return And who art thou, 
That I ſhou'd- ſtoop to take em from thy hand? 
Care for thyſelf, but take no 42 
I will not — chee trouble me no more. 
| Randal. Be not offended, fir, and I will go. 
I neꝰer repined at you commands before; 
But, h-aven's my witneſs ! I gbey you now 
With ſtrong reluctange, and a heavy heart. 
Farewel, my worthy maſter. (Gorng.) 
Old mor. Farewel Stay 
As thou art yet a ftranger to the world, "_ 
Of which, alas ! I've had too much experience, 
I ſhou'd, methinks, before we part, beſtow 
A little counſel on thee Dry thy eyes — 
if thou weep'ſt thus, I ſhall proceed no farther. 
Doit thou aſpire to greatneſs, or to wealth,. . » 
Quit books and the unpiofirable ſearch 
Of wiſdom there, and ftudy human kind: _.. 
No ſcience will avail thee without that, | 
But that obtain'd, thou necd'ſt not any other. 
This will inſtru& thee to conceal thy views, 
And wear the face of probity and honour. 
Till thou haſt gain'd thy end; {which mult be ever 
Thy own advantage; at that man's expence 
Who ſhall be weak enough to think thee honeſt. 

| Karaal. You mock me ſure. 

Old Milmot. L never was more ſerious. 

*. Why ſhould you counſel what you ſcorned 

| o practiſe * ® 

Old 2 Becauſe that fooliſh ſcorn has been my 

1 

I've been an idiot, but would have thee wiſer, 5 
And treat mankind, as they would ti eat thee, Ran gal; 
As they deſerve, and I've been treated by 'em. 
Thou'ſt ſeen by me, and thoſe who now _— me, 
How men of fortune fall, and beggars ri e 
Shun my example z treaſure up my Precepts — 
C The 


" TATAL CuniosiTyY : 


f s before thee—be a knave, and 
What! art thou dumb ? Ow 
Randal. Amazement ties my tongue. 
Where are your former principles ? 
Old i:'mot. No matter: TI 
Suppoſe I have renounced *em : I have paſſions, 
And love thee ſtill; therefore would have thee think, 
The world is all a ſcene of deep deceit, « 
And he who deals with manking on the ſquare, 
Is his own bubble, and, undoes himſelf. ( Exit.) 
Randal. Is this the man, I thought ſo wiſe and juſt * 
What, teach and counſel me to be a villain ! 
Sure grief has made him frantick, or ſome fiend 
Aſſum'd his ſhape——T ſhall ſuſpect my ſenſes. 
High minded he was ever, and improvident; 
But pitiful and generous to a fault: 
Pleaſure he loved, but honour was his idol. 
O fatal change O horrid transformation! 
So a mageſtic temple ſunk to ruin, 
Becomes the loathſome ſhelter and abode 
Of lurking ſerpents, toads, and beaſts of prey; 
And ſcaily dragons hils, and lions roar, 
| Where witdew tx taught, and muſic charm'd before. 


Caantor and Maria ber maid. 


Charlot. What terror and amazement muſt thoſe feel 
Who die by ſhip-wxeck. 


Maria. Tis a ful t ou ght l. 
Charlot. Ay; is it not, Maria! to deſcend, 
Living and conſcious, to that wairy tomb ? > 


Alas! had we no ſorrows of our own, 
The frequent inſtances of others woe, 
Muſt give a gea*rous mind a world of pain. 
(Max1a leaves à letter on the table. ) 
What's this A letter ſuperſcrib'd to me 
None could convey it here but you, Maria. 
Ungen'rous, cruel maid! to uſe me thus 

To join with flatt'ring men to break my peace, 
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Maria. Why ſhould it break your peace, to hear 
the ſighs * 
Of honourable love, and know th' effects 
Of your reſiſtleſs charms ? This letter is 
Charlot. No matter whence--return it back unopen'd? 
I have no love, no charms but for my Wilmor, 
Nor would have anv. 
Marta. Strange infatuation ! 5 
Why ſhould you waſte che flower of your days 
In fruitleſs expectation Wilmor's dead; 
Or living, dead to you. : 
Chariot. Fil not deſpair, 0 


Patience ſhall cheriſh hope, nor wrong his honour 

By unjuſt ſuſpicion. I know his truth, 

And will preſerve my own; Bur to prevent 

All future, vain, officious importunity, 

Know, thay inceſſant toe of my rep'fſe, 
ſleeps ſecure from mortal cares, 

In the * boſom oi the boiſt'rous main, 

Or toſt with tempeſts, ſtill endures its rage ; 
Whether his weary pilgrimage by land 

Has found an end, and he now reſts in 

In earth's cold womb, or wanders o'er her face ; 

Be it my lot to waſte, in pining grief, 

The remnant of my days for his k loſs, 

Or live, as now, uncertain and in doubt, 

No ſecond cheice ſhall violate my vows: 

High heav'n, * tem, and abhors the perjur'd 
Can witneſs, -— * without reſerve ; J 

Never to be ret * ned er diffolved 


By accidents or Abſentè, time or death. 


Maria. I Know, and long have known, a ka 


zeal 
To ſerve you, g s offence—But be offended— 
This is no time — your vows 


Oblige you to ſupport his gloomy, proud, 
Impatient parents, to your utter ruin 
Tou well . 


Charlot. 


| Ay L weep to think that I can do no more 
For their ſupport — What will * of em? 
The hoary, helpleſs, miſerable pair ! 
Maria. Then all theſ- tears, this ſorrow is for them. 
Cbarlot. Taught by affliftion, I have learn'd to bear 
Much greater ills than poverty with patience 
When luxury and oſtentation are baniſh'd, 
'The calls of nature are but few ; and thoſe 
Theſe hands, unuſed to labour, may ſupply, 
But when I think on what my fiiends may ſuffer, 
My ſpitfits fail, and I'm © *erwhelm'd with griet. 
Maria. What I wou'd blame, you force me to admire, 
And mourn for you, as you lament for them. 
Your patience, conſtancy, and reſignation 
Deſerves a better fate. - 
Cbarlot. So pride would tell me, 
And vain ſelf love, but I believe them not : 
And if by wanting pleaſure I have gained 
Humilit', Pm richer by my loſs. 

Maria. You have the — art, ſtill to improve 
Your mind by all events—— But here comes one, 
Whoſe pride ſeems to increaſe with her misfortunes. 
Her faded dreſs unfaſhionably fine, 

As ill conceals her poverty, as that 
Strain'd complatfance her haughty, ſwelling heart. 
Tho' periſhing ith want, fo far from aſking, - *' 
She ne*er receives a favour uncompell'd. 

And while ſhe ruins, ſcorns to be oblig'd: 


She wants me gone, and Fabhor her fight. 


Lady Witwor. 


Charlot. TM vifie's kind. 
L Vilnot. Few elſe would think it ſo. 


Thoſe who would once have 9 much 
honour'd 


By the leaſt favour, tho? *twere but a look, 
I could-have ſhewa them, now rctule to ſee me. 
. | Tis 


In the decline of life !—1 have as quick, 


Of deſperation, we may overthrow 
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"Tis miſery enough to be reduced 
To the low levetof the common herb, _ 
Who born to begg*ry envy all above them: 
But *cis the curſe of curſes, to endure n 
The inſolent contempt of thoſe we ſcorn. 
Cbar lot. By ſcorning, we provoke chem to contempt; 


And thus offend. and ſuffer in our turns ! 


* e muſt have patience. 
L Wilmot. No, 1 ſcorn them yet. 
Bur there's no end of ſuffering : Who can ſay 
Their ſorrows are compleat ; My wretched huſband, 


Tir'd with our woes, and hopeleſs of relicf, - 
Grows ſick of life. 8 1 
im ! 


Charlot. May gracious heaven ſupport 
L Wiimot. He, urged by indignation and deſpair, 
Would plunge into eternity at once, 
By foul ſclf-murder : His fixed love for me, 
Whom he would fain perſuade to ſhare his fate, 


And take the ſame, uncertain, dreadful 2 
Alone witholds his hand. 


Charlut. And may it ever 

L. _ Pve known with him the two extremes 

| of life, 
The higheſt happineſs, and deepeſt woe, 
With all the ſharp and bitter vations 
Of ſuch a vaſt tranſition Such a fall 


* 


As exquiſite a ſeuſe of pain as he, 

And wou'd do any thing, but die, to end it; 

Bur there my courage fails Dearth is the worſt 

That fate can bring, and cuts off ev'ry hope. ; 
Chariot. We muſt not chuſe, ee bear our lot 

Wichout reproach, or guilt : But y one at 


The merit we've been railing all our days; 
And loſe our whole reward — And now, methinks, 
Now more then ever, we have cauſe to fear, 
And be — Ge. The hand of heaven 


Spreads 
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400d on clouds o'er our benighted heads, 
wrap'd in darkneſs, doubles our diſtreſs. 
N the 


laſt paſt, repeated twice, 
awful dream : I would not yield, 

To fearful ſuperſtition, nor deſpiſe 

The admonition of a friendly power 

That wiſh'd my 
L. Wilmot, I've certain plagues enough, 

Without the help of dreams, to make me wretched» 

Charlot. 1 — 9 not ſtake my happineſs or duty 

On their uncertain credit, nor on aught 

But reaſon, and the known decrees of heaven. 

Yet dreams have ſometimes ſhewn events to Come, 

And may excite to vigilance and care, 

In ſome 1 t hour; when 2 our W 

Shall be attack d, and all our ſtrength be needful, 

To ſhun the gulph that gapes for our deſtruction. 

And fly from guilt, and everlaſting ruin. 8 

' My viſion may be ſuch, and ſent to warn vs. 

Now we are tried by multiplied afflictions, 

To mark each motion of our ſwelling hearts, 

And not attempt to extricate ourſelves, 

And ſeek deliverance by forbidden ways: 

But keep our and innocence entire, 0 

Till we're diſmifs'd. to join the happy dead TH 

In that bleſs'd world, where tranſitory pain, 

— imperfect virtue, is rewarded 
endleſs pleaſure and conſummate j Joys 


Or heaven - ” nay us here. | 

L. Wilmot. Well, pray proceed; * 
You've rais'd my cunolity at 

Charlst. t, I ſat, in a dark winter's night, w 
My garments thi, ny head and boſom bare, . 


On the wide ſummit of a barren mountain; 


Defenceleſs and expos d, in that high region, 
To all the cruel rigors of the ſeaſon. 


The ſharp, bleak winds pierc'd chro my ſhiv ring frame 
2 hail, and fleet, — 


On one hand, ever gentle 


1 ſhunn'd his arma But at ſome words he ſpoke, 


Your ſon, my deareſt Wilmot ! fill'd his 


Lou and his father Ves, ye 


Lau with my cries, and call'd on heaven and earth 
To judge my 


As we become your foes.. 


, * 
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Beat wich i impetuous fury on my head, bh 
Drench'd my chi d ad limnbs,and pour'd — 


patience k 
On whoſe cajm boſom I reclin'd my head ; 
And on the other, filenc y_ — 
At length, to my unclos'd and w eyes, 
That long had roll'd in darkneſs, and oft raiſed. 
Their chearleſs orbs up tow'rds the ſtarleſs ſky, 
And ſought for light in vain, the dawn appeared, 
And I beheld a man, an utter 5 
But of a graceful and exalted mein, 
Who preſs'd with eager to embrace me. 


Which I have now fi I turn'd 
But he was gone And oh! tranſporting'"ſight ! 


L. Wilmot. If I regarded dreams, I ſhould expect 
Some fair event from yours ; I have heard nothing 
That ſhould alarm you yet. 

Charlot. But what's to come, 

Tho? more obſcure, is terrible indeed. 
Methought, we parted ſoon, and when I ſought him, 

e both were there??? 
Strove to conceal him from me: Tpurſu'd 


wrongs, and force you to reveal 

Where you had hid my love, my life, my Wilmot! 

L. Vilnot. eee affront me, ſpare the 
reſt. 

"Tis juſt as likely Wilmor ſhould return, 


| Charl. Far be ſuch rudeneſs — 8 6 
But when you named ſelf. murder. 
The frightful image of the dreadful f 
L. Vinot. You will perſiſt !— 
Charlet. Excuſe me; I have done. As 8 
I thought, indeed, it cou'd not give offence. 

L. Vilnot. Not when the matter of at we — 

ou 


In all their fury, ſpar'd. 


bu cou d you thought at all; 
Bur I rake nothing ill from thee.— Adieu! 
Pve tarried longer than I firſt intended. 
And my poor huſband mourns the while alone. 
Cbarlot. She's gone abruptly, and I fear diſpleas'd. 
The leaſt appearance of advice or caution, 
Sets her impatient temper in a flame. 
When gel chat well might humble, ſwells our pride, 
And pride increaſing, aggravates our grief, a 


The tempeſt muſt prevail till we are loſt. 


When heaven, incens'd proclaims unequal war 
When guilty earth, and ſends its ſhaft from far. 
No bok deſcends to ſtrike, no flame to burn 
The humble ſhrubs that in low valleys mourn ; 
While mountain pines, whoſe lofty heads aſpire 
To fan the ſtorm, and wave in fields of fire, 
And ſtubborn oaks that yield not to its force, 
Are burnt, o'erthrown, or ſhiver'd in its courſe. 


The Town and Port of Penryn in Cornwall. 
Towng Wilmot and EusTace, in Indian Habits. 


Y. Wilmot. Welcame, my dear friend, to Penryn : 
here we're ſafe. 


Exftace. Then we are deliver'd twice; firſt from the 


. » 


And then from ſavage men, who, more remorſeleſs, 


Prey upon ſhip-wreck'd wretches, murd'ring thoſe = 


Whom fatal tempeſts and devouring wav 


4 


V. Wilmot. It is a ſcandal, | 

Tho? malice muſt acquit the better ſort, 

The rude unpeliſh'd people here in Cornwall 
Have long lain under, and with too much juſtice : 


Could our ſuperiors find ſome happy means 


To mend it, they would gain immortal honour; 


For tis an evil grown almoſt invet'rate, 


And aſks a bold and ſkilful hand to cure. Euſtact. 


An Arier Nannative. 13 
Eaftice. Yout tredfure's like, 1 hope. 
* Y. Vils. *Tis here, — 
| ing in when 1 faw our danger, 
I hid it in my "boſom. 
Euſtace. I obſerv'd you, 
And wonder how you could command your thoughts, 
In ſuch 2 tine of terror and confuſion 
Y. Wilmot. My ts were then at hone —O | 
England |. * 
| Thou ſeat of plenty, liberty, and health, 
| With tranſport I behold thy verdant fields, 


uf 


Thy lofty mountains rich with uſeful ore, a 
|. Thy numerous herds, thy flocks, and wind 2 
| After a and redious Euftace b ! . 
With what delight we breathe our native air, 


And tread the genial foil that bore us firſt. 


_ 'Tis faid, the world is ev'ry wiſe man's country: 


þ Yet, after having view'd its various nations, 
1 I'm weak enough ſtill to prefer my own 
To all Pve ſeen beſide——You ſmile, my friend | 
perhaps, tis inſtin& more than realon— 
reaſon 


And think, 
Why be it ſo —lnftin& 
In the wiſeſt of us all, and may ſometimes 
- Be much the better guide. Bat be it either; 

I 4 ruſt confeſs, — „ 4 itſelf 
Appeared to me with twice its native horrors, 
When apprehended in a foreign land. 

Death is, no doubt, in ev'ry place the ſame; 
Yer obſcrvation muſt convince us, moſt men, 

ho have it in their power, chuſe to expire 
Where they firſt drew their breath. 7 as 
1 Vour gra: reflections were nt wha I i'd of 
PAIN. That we're return d to 
Affords me all the pleaſure you can feel 
Merely on that account: Tet I muſt think 
A warmer paſſion gives you all this tranſport. 
You have not AL anxious and impatient, 
D 


From 


In xy at home 
XIE better : Thou art brave and iſe 


| And muſt have. noble aims. 

ll Y. Vilmat. O Euſtace ] Euſtace 

1 Thou know / ſt, for I've conteſt to thee, I love : 

i But having never ſeen the charming maid, 

1 Thou tinſſt gut know the fierceneſs of my flame. 
"8 My hopes and fears like the s ſeas 
1 That w. have paſt, now mount me to the ſkies, 


Now hurl me down from that ſtupendous height, 
And dri i: 5 to the centre. Did you know: 
How much depends on this i important hour, 
* You wou'd not 25 ſurpriz d t ſec me thus. 
| The ſinking fortune of our angient houſe, 
1 Which time and various accidents had waſted, 
N Cempell'g me young to leave my native country, 
My weeping parents, and my lovely Charlot ; 
Who rul'd,,, and muſt for ever rule my fate. 
i How I've improv'd, by care and honeſt commerce, 
Ul My little ſtock, you are in part a witneſs. 
"i Tis now ſeven tedious yeags, ſince I ſet forth; 
And, as th' uncertain courſe of my affairs 
. Bore me from place to place, I quick ot 


8 


ll The means of correſponding, with my friends. 5 
Ki oh! ſhou'd my Charlot !” Joubrful of my cruth, 
0 Or in deſpair ever to ſee me more, 

i Have given herſelf to ſome mare happy lover! 

(| Diſtraction's in the thought Or Dd my parents, 


Griev d for my abſence and oppreſs'd with want, 
Have ſunk beacaib their burden, and expir'd, 
While I 200 late was flying to relieve them; 
| The eng of all my lo — weary travels, 
The hope, that 3 ucceſs itſelf a bleſſing, 
Being - Bag and for ever loſt; 
What n riches of che world to me? 


> — — — > 
Oy We —— —— — 


— — 


— — — — — 
. ———— — 
- — 


An —— 5 0 Nanda. 


I. 


Muſt ſuſter more then C who feels — pol 
A man can feel, who lives exempt from fear, ., - 
A woman may be falſe, and friends er 
And yet our hed parents may be ne 

And your fair "miſtreſs conſtant. 
FT. Wilmot. True, they may; 


4. 


: 


" af 


doubt, but 1 deſpair not; — No, my. unt 


My hopes are ſttong and — 1 as my fears, - 
And give me ſuch a proſpect of _ "bis, 

As nothing but fruition can 

They tell me, Charlot is as true as fair, » Sx 
As good as wiſe, as as paſſionate as — wuly 
That ſhe, with fierce impatience like my * 
Laments our long and painful ſeparation; 
That we ſhall meet, never to part again; 

That I ſhall fee my parents. kiſs the tears 


* 9 


— 


* 


From their pale hollow checks, cheat their ſad hearts, 


And drive that gap ng phantom, meagre want, 
For ever from their board; crown all their days 
To come, with peace, with 


Receive their fond embraces and their bleflings, - 
And be a bleſſing to em 


Erftace. *Tis our 3 * s 
Mind to events, we realon in the dark, | 
And fondly apprehend what none eder found, 
Or ever ſhall, — and pain unmix'd ; 


And flatter, torment ourſelves, by turns, 
Wich what never be. 3 


Y. Wilmot. Fil go this inſtant 
To ſeek my Charles, and explore my fate. 


Euſtace. "What i in that foreign habit !!! ; 
Y. Wilmot. Thar's a trifle, 2 5 | 


Not worth my thoughts. 
Enuftace. The hardſhips you've anda, 

And your long ſtay beneath the burning zone, 

Where one eternal ſultry ſummer reigns, 


Have marr d the native hue of your complexion : 


pleaſure, and abundance : 


Methinks 
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e like a ſup-burnt Indian, 


* — Well, "_ matter, Euſtace ! 

( hope WF wind's nor Hl d for the worſe ; _ . 

for my outſide But inform me, friend] . 

When I may hope to ſee you. 

Exſace. When you pleaſe 

You'll find me at the inn. 

- Y: Wilmot. When 1 have learnt .my . . 
me there. 

Till then, farewel! 

Euſt act. Farewell l Succeſs attend 


| 
I. Wilmot. * We flatter, ewe certiees, by 


wee UT 


1 With what ſhall never be,” Amazing folly f i 
| We ſtand expos'd to many "unavoidable 1 
Calamities, and therefore fondly labour " 
T* increaſe their number, and inforce their weight, 
Dy our fantaſtic hopes and groundleſs fears. 
For one ſevere diſtreſs impos'd by fate, 
What numbers doth tormenting fear create? 
Decerv'd by hope, Ixion like, we prove 
Immortal joys, and ſerm to rival Jove; 
The cloud diſſol d, impatient we complain, 
2 pay for fancied bliſs ſubſtantial — 
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CHARLOT's Houſe. 


Cnaxtor thoughtful ; 3 end ber Maid Man 14 comes in 
- "ot. ber Apartment. 
Maria. Madam, a firanger in a foreign habit 
| Defires to ſee you. 
Charlst. In a foreign habit— 


Tis ſtrange and unexpected But admit him. 
Who can this 


ſtranger be ? I know no foreigner. 93 
Nor any man like this. 


Young WII Mor. 


O gentle ſtran 


* 
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You! fir——Pray forbear, and let 
Charket. 22 


What hulineſs brought you here, VICE: 

Y. Wilmot. She knows me not, or will to 

know me. 

Perfidious maid ! Am I forgot or ſcorn'd * 6 

Cbarlot. Strange queſtions from a man I never knew 

V. Wilmot. With what averſion and * the 
views me 


My fears are true; 8 ET 


he's loſt — My fatal abſence has undone me. 


—O! cou'd = Wilmot have forgot thee, Charlot? 
Cbarlot. Ha! Wilmot! ſay! 3 
im ? k 
ger! eaſe my ſwelling heart 
That elſe will burſt ! k 
What doſt thou know of my Wilmot ? 
© Wilmot. This I know, 
n all the winds of heaven r 
Age nit the ſlormy main, and dreadful peals 
rattling 3 deafen'd ev ry ear, 
And down d th' affrighten'd mariners loud cries; 
a livid light'ning ſpread its ſulphurous flames 
ro? all the dark horizon, and diiclos'd 
1 ſeas incens'd to his deſtruction; 

e good ſhip in which he was embark d. 
nable longer to ſupport the tem 
— 3 and o'erwhelm'd by the imperuous furge, 5 
Tony. to the HP bottom of the £ 
And m ſtruggling with the warring waves; 
I. er, es * 
When his ſtrength fail'd, and every hope forſook him, 
And his laſt breath preſs'd row'rds his trembling lips, 
The neighbouring rocks that eccho'd to his moan, 
922 — 

tem 0 
The hearer with aſtoniſhment, has 3 
And Wilmot is at reſt. The fiercer ſtorm 


of 


caſt hou inform me ought ?— 3 1 
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Of * ; that o'crwhelms the ſoul, 
And rages worſe than the mad foaming ſeas 


la which te d, rit'er mall vex him more. | 
c I. Witmot. "ox ſeem to think he's dead; enjoy that 


Perſuade rel that that you wiſh" is true, 
n your falſhood—— Yrs, he's dead: 
Los were his 4 The cruel winds and waves, 


That caſt him pale and breathleſs on the ſhore, | 
S 


par'd him for giea:er woes—To know his Charlor, 
Fo all her vows to him and heaven, | 
Hail eat him from her thoughts Then, then he died ; 
But never _ have reſt. Ev'n now he winden. 
A ſad, repining, diſcontented ghoſt, 
The anſubſtancal ſhadow of bimſelf, 
"And pours his plaintive Sin thy deaf cars, 
And ſtalks, unſeen, thee. 
Cbarc. Tis enough 8 £ 
Deteſted Falſhood now has done its t : 
And art thoudead? and wou d ſt thou die, my Wilmot! 
For one thou thoughtꝰſt unjuſt? Thou ſoul of truth 
Oh! how ſhall I convince 
Thy dear ſpirit of the love, 
Tb eternal love, und never · failing faith 
Of thy much injar'd, loſt, deſpairing Charlot! & 

. Witmor. Be ſtill, my fluct'ring heart; hope n not 
too ſoon 
Perhaps I dream, and this is all illuſion. 

Charlot. If, as fome teach, the mind intuitive, 
Free from the narrow bounds and flaviſh ties 
Of ſordid earth that circumſcribe its power 
White it remains below, roving at large, 
Can trace us to our 2 ror, 
See all we act, and read our very thoughts, : 
To thee, O Wilmot! kneeling 12. 1 
If cert ſuerꝰ d in action, webs. or thought, | 
From the ſevereſt conſtancy and truth, 
Or ever wild to tafte a joy on earth 
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That center d not in thee, ſince laſt we parted; ; 
May we ne'er meet again, but thy - <q 
80 loſe the car of mercy to my cries, | + 
That I may never ſee re thote bright abodes 
Where truth and virtue only have acceſs, 
And thou inhabit'ſt now 

Y. Wilmot. Aſſiſt me, heaven 4 
Preſerve my reaſon, memory and ſenſe oy 
O moderate my fierce tumultuous joys, k 
Or their exceſs will drive me to diſtraction. 
O Charlot! Charlot ! lovely, virtuous maid! 
Can thy firm mind, in ſpite of time and abſenre, 
Remain unſhaken, and ſupport its eruthz, . 
And yet thy frailer memory retain 
No image, no idea of chy lover? _ 
Why doſt thou gaze ſo wildly? Look on me; 
Turn thy dear eyes this way ; obſerve me well. 
Have ſcorching climates, time, and this ſtrange habit, 
So chang'd, and ſo diſguis'd thy faithful Wilmor, 
That nothing in my voice, my face, or mien, 
Remains to t Il my Charlot I am he? 

[ After ſhe had viewed lum for ſome time, Gat. 
ed weeping, and gave bin ber band; and then tarn- 
ing 10wards bim, ſunk upon bis boſom. | | 

Why doſt thou weep ? Why doſt thou tremble thus? 
Why doth thy panting heart and cautious touch 
Speak thee but half convinc'd ? Whence are thy fears? | 
Why art thou filen! ? Can'ſt thou doubt me ſtill? 

Charles. No, "Wilmoc ! no; es ad} 


much light + | - 
O'ercome with — and with j 7. 
The ſtruggli ig paſſions barr*d the doors af a= 


But ſpeech enlarg'd, aff..rds me no relief. 

This vaſt — of extream delight, 

Rifing at once, and burſting from deſpair, 

Defies the aid of words, and mocks deſcription : 

Bur for one ſorrow, one ſad ſcene of anguiſh, 

That checks the ſwelling torrent of my , 
D 2 I could 
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I could not bear the tranſport. 
T. Vun. Let me know it: 
Give me my of thy ſorrow, Charlor | 
Let me thy grief, or bear it for thee. | 
. Chariot. Alas! my Wilmot ! theſe ſad tears are thine3 
They flow for thy misfortunes. I am pierced 
Wich all the agonics of ſtrong compaſſion, 
With all the bitter anguiſh you muſt feel, 
When you ſhall hear your parents— — 
Y. Wilmot. Are no more. 
Charlet.. You apprehend me wrong: 
T. Wilmo:. 1 bury" 
you mean to ſay, the greedy grave 
Was with one, and one is left | 
To bleſs Av. longing eyes But N * 
Aud yet forbear to ſpeak, till I have thought 
_ Charlot. 1 — hear me, Wilmot 
T. Wilmer. I pertorce muſt hear thee. 
For I might think till death, and not determine, 
Of two ſo dear, which I could bear to loſe. © 
(bar lot. Afflict yourſelf no more with 
Your ts both are living. Their diftreſs, 
The poverty to which they are reduc'd, 
In ſpite of my weak aid, was what I mourn'd ; 
| And that in halpleſs age, to them whoſe youth, 
Was crown'd with full proſperity, I fear, 
Is worſe, much worſe, than de.th. 
T. Wilmot. My joy's compleat! 
My parents living, and poſſeſs'd of thee 1—— 
From this leſt hour, the happieſt of my life, 
Fil date my reſt. My anxious hopes and fears, 
My weary-travels, and my dangers paſt, 
ph, 0 yore Now I rejoice 
ſucceſs, and count my riches 
Fer my foul's beſt rreaſure, | _— 
Enough to glut ev'n avarice itſelf. 
No more ſhall cruel want, or proud contempt, 
Oppreſs the ſinking ſpirits, or inſult 
TETELNF BLGK EE Cake Ako Yafe me bring, 


fears 
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Char ot. Tis now, O riches, I coriceive yout worth: 
You are not baſe, nor can you be ſuperfluous, 
But when miſplac'd in baſe and ſordid hands. 
Fly, fly, my Wilmot ! leave thy happy Charlot | 
Thy filial piety, the ſighs and tears | 
Or thy lamenting parents call thee hence. © 
F. lnot. I have a friend, the partner of thy voyage: 
Who in the ſtorm laſt night was ſhip wreck'd with me. 
__ Charkt. . WE i 50a 
What have you ſuffer'd ! How were you preſerv'd ? 
Y. Vine. Let that, and all other 7 eſcapes 
And perilous adventures, be the theme 
Of many a happy winter- night to come. 
My preient purpoſe was t' intreat my ange 
Io know this friend, this other better Wilmot ; 


And cume with him this evening to my father : | 
Tu ſend him to thee. | 


Charlot. I conſent with pleaſure. 
. Wilmt. Heav'ns ! ! vhat a night !——How al 
I bear my 

My parents, your's, Ap friends, all will be mine, 
And mine, like water, air, or the fiee ſun, 
The undivided portion of you all. 
If ſuch the early hopes, the vernal bloom, 
The diſtant proſpt ct of my future bliis. 4 . 
Then what the ruddy autumn What the fruit? 
The full poſſeſſion of thy heavenly charms ! 


The tedious, dark, and ſtormy winter o'er; 
The hind, that all irs pinching hardſhips bore; 
Wich tranſport fees the weeks appointed bring 
The cheartul, promis'd, gay, delightful ſpring; 
The painted meadows, the harmonious woods, 
The gentle zephyrs, and unbridled flo ds; 
Wich all their charms, his raviſh'd thoughts employ, 
Bur the rich harveſt muſt complear his 3 Joy. 


E. Randal. 


Sure laviſh fortune means to give me all 


And leave me nothing to expect hereafter. 


Kandal. Your pardon, fir! I know but one on earth 
Could 
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RanDar in Penryn, end meets young Wir nor, with 
furprize. 


| Randga!. Poor! poor and friendleſs ! whither ſhall 
I wander, 
And to what. point direct my views and hopes? 
A menial fervant !—No.— What! ſhall 5-4 "I 
Here in this land of freedom, live diſtinguiſh'd, 
And mark d the willing ſlave of ſome — ſubject, 
And ſwell his uſeleſs train for broken fragments; 


The cold remains of his ſ board 7 


rr 


I would aſpire to ſomething nobler — 


Turn then thy eyes to the prolific occan, 
Whoſe 


ſpacious boſom opens to thy view : 

Where deachleſs honour, and unenvy'd wealth, 

Have often crown'd the brave adventurer's toils. 

This is the native unconteſted right, 

The fair inheritance of ev'ry Briton | 

That dares put in his claim My choice is made: 

A long farewell to Cornwall, and to England; 

If I return But ſtay, what ſtranger's — 9 

Who, as he views me, ſeems to mend his pace? 
IFilmot. Randal !=the dear companion of my youth! 


4 
*% 
: 
Ll 
* 


I could deſire, or aſk for this bleſt day, 


properly ſalute me by the title 
You're "leaked to give me, and I would not think, 


That you are he I hat you are Wilmot. —— 


T. Wilmot. Why? 3 
Randsl. Becauſe I cou'd not the diſappointment j 
If I ſhou'd be deceiv'd. | 
Y. Wilmot. I am pleaſed to hear it; | 
Thy friendly fears better expreſs thy thoughts 


Than words could do. 


Randal OI Wilmot ! O! my maſter ! 
Are you return'd ? 
: T. Wilmot. 


1 
: 


Sure heav*n hath bleſs'd me to that v 


Without rememb'ring ſhe had ever ſeen me. 


8 * Indulge my curioſity, and try 
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Y. Wilmot. I have not yet embrac d 
My parents 1 ſhall ſee you at my father's. 
Randal. No, I'm diſcharg d — ME fir! 
ſuch ruin— 
V. Wilmot. I've heard it all, 1 em: 


ery end: 


Tue wealth enough; nor ſhall thou want a part. 


Randal. I have a part already I am bleſt 
In your ſucceſs, and ſhare in all your joys. 
2 Wilmot. I doubt it no. put tell me, doſt thou 
think, 


My parents not ſuſpekting my return, 


That I may viſit them, and not be known ? 


Kandal. Tis hard for me to judge. You are already 
Grown ſo familiar to me, that I wonder 


I knew not you at firſt: Yet it may be 
For you're much aecr'd, and they chink you dead. 


*. "Wilmot. This is certain; Charlot beheld me long,. 
And heard my loud reproaches and complaints, 


My mind at eaſe grows wanton : I wov'd tain 
Refine on happinels. wy may I not 


If it be poſſible, by ſeeing firſt 
My parents as a ſtranger, to improve 


Their pleaſure by ſurprize ? 


Randal. It may indeed 
Inhance your own, to fee from what deſpair 
Your timely coming, and unhop'd ſucceſs 
Have given you power to raiſe them. 
Y. Vino. I remember, 


* Feer ſince we learn'd rogerher, you exceil'd 


In writing fairly, and could imitate 
Whatever hand you ſaw, with great exactneſs. 


Of this I'm not ſo abſolute a maſter, 


I therefore beg you'll write in Charlot's name 
And character, a letter to my father: 


And recommend me, as a friend of her's, 


To his acquaintance. Randal. © 
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Randal. Sir, if you deſire it 
And yet — 

Y. Wilmot. Nay, no objection— Twill ſave time, 
Moſt precious with me now. For the deception, 
If doing what my Charlot will approve, 

*Cauſe done for me, and with a goad intent, 
Deierves the name, Til anſwer it myſelf. 

I this ſucceeds, I purp:{c to defer 
Diſcov'ring who I am *cill Charlot c mes, 


And thou, and all who love me, ev'ry friend 
Who witneſſes my happineſs to n ght. 
Will, by partaking, multiply my joys. 


Randal You grow luxurious in yc ur mental pleaſures 
Could I deny you aught, 1 would not write 
This letter. To ſay true, I ever thought 
Your boundleſs curioſity a weakneſs. 
V. Wilmot. What can'ſt thou blame in this ? 
"Randal. Your pardon, fir. 
I only ſpeak in general : Pm ready 


T” obey your orders. — 


FT. Wilmot. I am much thy debtor, 
But I ſhall find a time to quit thy kindneſs. 
O Rancal ! bur imagine to thyſelf 
The floods of tranſport, the ſincere delight 
That all my friends will feel, when I diſcioſe 
To my aſtoniſh'd parents my return 
And then confeſs, that I have well contriv'd 8 


By giving others joy vexalt my own. 


As pain and anguiſh, in a gen'rous mind, 

While kept conceal'd, and to ourſelves conſin d. 
Want their force; ſo pleaſure, when it flows 
In torrents round us, more extatic grows. | 


Old 


As I do now, as wiſe men ever think, 
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Old Wilmot, Here, take this Seneca, this kaughty 
pedant, 
Who governing the maſter of mankind, 
And awing power imperial, prates of — patience ; ; 
And praiſes poverty poſſeſe'd of millions : | 
5 U him, and buy us bread. The ſcantieſt meal 
The vileſt copy of his book cer purchas'd, 
Will give us more re'ĩ f in this diſtreſs, 
Than ail his boaſted precepts.—Nay, no tears ; 
Keep them to move compaſi.on when you beg. 
L. Wilmot. My heart may break, but never ſtoop to 
that. 
O. Ninot Nor vould live to ſee it. But diſpatch. 
Old WiLMoT alone. 
Where muſt I charge this length of miſery, 
That gathers force each moment as it rolls, 
And myſt at laſt o'crwhelm me; but on 
Vain, flattering, deluſive, groundleſs hope; 


*% 


A ſenſeleſs expectation of relief 


That has for years deceiv*d me Had I thought 


Wien firft this hell of poverty o'crtook me, 

That power to die implies a right to do it, 

And ſhou'd be us'd when life becomes a pain, a 
What plagues had I prevented? True, my wife 
Is ſtill a ſlave to prejudice and fear 
I would not leave my better part, the dear x 


Faithful companion of my happier days, 
| the wegie of age and want alone. 


5 Lady Wir uor returns, — Wil ur - foll ws ber 


in bis Indian babit, with à dagger by bis fide, and 4 
ſaſo on. 


| Old Wilmot, Retura'd, wy life, fo foon !— 


Lady 
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Lady Wilmot The unexpected coming of this firanger 
Prevents my going yet. 

Y. Wilms: You're, | preſume, 
The gentleman to whom this is directed. [Gives a letter 
What wild negle&, the token of _ 
What i , what miſery appe 
In tach diforder'd, or disfurniſh'd oo 
Of this once gorgeous hall ? What diſcontent, 1 
Of its dejccted owners? | Ls 53 


Old Wil nor opens the letter, which was as follows : 

SIR, ; 
HE unhappy bearer of this letter, is one 
of thoſe Geatlemen that was ſo untorcunately 
« - & -wrcck*d laſt night off Falmouth ; and, as he is 
« my valu'd friend, (though an object ot diſtreſs / pray be 
* kind enough to receive him under your protect on, 
* *rill ſuch time I can embrace the opportunity of pay- 
< ing my belt reſpects to you in perſon, which I pro- 
6e * doing this evening.“ Your's, &c. 


With all due en 
Penryn, c a CranrLoT BokLarss. 


0. Wilmot. Sir, ſuch welcome 

As chis poor houſe affords, you may command. 
Our ever friendly ur Once we hop'd 
T* have call'd fair Charlot by a dearer name | 
| Bur we have done with hope We d once a ſon [Weeps 
Excu e this incoherence 1 
IL. Wilmot. That you are come from that dear viru- 
ous maid, 

Revives in us the mem'ry of a loſs, 

Which, tho? long ſince, we have not learn'd to bear. 
Y. Wilmot. 


But ſhe, per 


| The loaihlome grave that robb'd us of our fon 


And mercy may appear, when leaſt c 


0 peaced, 

And have, believing, been as oft* deceiv'd. 
At fea twice ſhip-wreck'sd, and as oft' the prey 
 Surpriz'd, and robb'd on ſhore; and once reduc 
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Y. Wilmot. The joy to ſee them, and the . 
It is to ſer them thus, touches m ſoul 
With tenderneſs and grief, that will o erflow. 

My boſom heaves and ſwells, a: it it wou'd burſt, 
bey know mc not, and ye, I fear, I ſhall 
Defeat my purpoſe, and betrav myſelt. Alus. 

O. Wikuor. The lady calls you hve hdr wade frieud ; 
Enough, tho? nothing more ſhould be imploy'd, 

To recommend you to our beſt eſteem, 
A worthleſs acquiſition May ſhe find ; 
Some 3 that better may expreſs her . . 
haps, hath purpo d to inrich 

You with "herſelf and end her fruitleſs forrow 

For one whom death alone, can juſtify 
For leaving her, ſo long. If it be io, 
May you repair his loſs, and be to Charlot 
A ſecond, happier Wilmot, Partial nature, 
Who only favours youth, as feeble age 

Were not her offspring or below he: care, 
Has feal'd our doom: No ſ cond hope ae 
To dry our t ars and diſſipate deſpair. 


L. Viinot. The laſt and moſt . of our kind. 
By heaven and earth neglected or deſpis'd. 


And all our joys in him, muſt be our refuge. 
Y. Vinci. Let ghoſts unpardon'd, or devoted fiends 
Fear without hope, and — in ſuch ſad ſtrains; 
Bur grace detend the living from deſpair. 
The darkeſt hours precede the riſing lun: 


xpected. 
O. Wiimot. This 1 have heard a thouiand times re- 


Y. W:/mni. Behold in me an inſtance of its truth. 


Of lawleſs pirates; by the Arabs thrice 


To worle then theſe, the tum of all diſtreſa 


That 


2d . The Farar ConrosrTy : 
That the moſt wretched feel on this fide hell, 
E. 'n flav-ry idelr : Yer here I ſtand, 
one trouble that will quickly end, 

The of mankind. 

O. Wilmer. A rare example of the caprice of fortune 
Of fortune's caprice ; apter to ſurprize 
Or entertain, than comfort or inſtruc. 
If you would reaſon from events. be juſt, 
And count, when you eſcap'd, how many periſh'd ; 
And draw your inf rence thence. 
IL. Wilmot. Alas! who knows, 
But we were render'd childleſs by ſome ſtorm, 
In which you, tho? preſerv'd, might bear a part. 

Y. Wilmot. How has my curioſity berray'd me 
Into ſuperfluous pain ! I taint with r 3 
And ſhall, if I ſtay longer, ruſh upon em, 
Proclaim m their ſon, kiſs and embrace em, 
Until their ſouls, tranſported with th' exceſs | 
Of pleaſure and ſurprize, quit their frail manſions, 
And leave em breathleſs in my longing arms. 
By circumſtances then and flow degrees, 
They muſt be let into a happineſs | 
Too great for them to bear at once, and live : 
That Charlot will perform: I need not feign 
To aſk an hour for reſt. ( {fide.)—Sir, 1 intreat 
The favour to retire, where, for a while, 
I may repoſe myſelf. * You will excuſe 
This freedom, and a trouble which I give : 
*Tis long ſince I have ſlept, and nature calls. | 
O. Wil. I pray no more: Believe we're onlytroubP'd, 
That you ſhou'd think any excuſe were needtul. | Exit. 


Y. Wilmot. The weight of this is ſome ncumbranty 
tome. 


[Takes a caſket out of bis _ and gives it to bis mother. 1 
And its contents of value: If you pleaſe 
To take the charge of it, till I awake, 


I ſhall not reſt the worſe. If I ſhould fleep 


Till 
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Till Tm aſk'd for, as perhaps I may, 
I beg that you wo d wake me. | 7 
L. Wilmes. Doubt it not; „ 5 
Viſtracted as 1 am with various woes 
I ſhall remember that. | Exit. 
Y. Wilmot. Mercileſs grief 1 2 
What ravage has it made; how has it chang'd 
Her lovely Hem and mind I feel her 
And dread I know not what from her deſpair. 
My Ligand =: em patience, heaven 
A little longer hours more, 
IEE and mine, ſhall end for ever. 


How cctr is eatfery and joy ally'd! 

Nor eye, nor can their extreams divide : 
ng ny dc hh and light ning flow, 
To fate deſcending to our woe, ; 
OT TIE L £ 


WI ber with 
Lady in mor in 22 « caſtet 


Who ſhould this ftranger be ?—and then this caſket 
He ſays irs of value, and yet truſts it, 
As if a trifle, to a s hand —— 
His confidence amazes me—P 
It is not what he fays—Pm fiogngly tempel 
| To open it, and ſee—— = No, let it reſt. 
Why ſhould my cunoſity excite me, 
LU pls! faplaghs. r dye rt Þ 

© employ my thoughts, ſo many cares 
22 forrows of my own ?—With how much caſe 
ſpring gives way ?—Surpriling { molt poochgions | 
My eyes are dazzl'd, and my raviſh'd heart 
| Leaps at the glorious fight—How bright's the luſtre, 
How immenſe the worth of theſe fair jewels ? 
Ay, ſuch a treaſure wou'd expel for ever 


Baſe poverty, 3 train: 


The 


More wreiched by the happi 


| To rob myſelf, and count ſo vaſt a loſs ? 


But dire neceffity ſuggeſts the thought 
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The mean devices we're reduc d to uſe 
To keep out famine, and e our lives 
n the cold neglect of friends 
The galling ſcorn, or more provoking pity ; 


Of an inſulting world ——Pofſcſs'd of cheſe, 


Plenty, content, and 
And lofty 
Ar our 
— A 


power might take their turn, 
pride bear us aſpiring head 

h, and once more bend before us. 

ng dream! Tis paſt ; and now 1 wake 


Tre loft. 
But whercfore loſt ? 
For ſure it was a happineſs to think, 


| Tho" but a moment, ſuch a treaſure mine. 


* it was more than thovght—I faw and touch d 
bright temptation, and I fee it ye. 
"Tis here tis mine — l have it in o on 
Muſt I reſign it? Muſt I give it back? 
I in love with and want? 'v 


——-Retain it then — But how? There , 
Why finks my heart ? Why does my blood run cold ? 
Why am I thrill'd with horror ?——'Tis not choice, 


— pains 


O. Wilnot. The mind contented, with 


The wand'ring ſenſes yield ro ſoft repoſe, 


And die to = new life ? He” s falbn aſleep 
Already Happy man What doft thou think, 
My Agnes, of our unexpected gueſt ? 
He ſeems to me a youth of great humanity: 
Juft ere he clos'd his eyes, that ſwam in J 
He wrung my hand, and preſs d it to his lips; 
And with a look, that pierc'd me to the foul, 
Beg d me to comfort thee : And Doſt thou heur me? 
What art thou gazi ag on F fie, tis not well 
That caſket was deliver'd to you clos'd: 
Why have you ↄpen'd it? Shou'd this be known, 
How mean muſt we appear? | 
L. #/:lmot. And who ſhall know it? 


O. Wilmer. 
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_ nor. There isa ad ofpride, a deſent dignity, 
Due to ouiſelves ; which ſpite of our misfortunes, © 
May be maintain d, and cheriſh'd to the laſt. 
To hve without reproach, and withoutJrave - 
To quit the world, ſhews fov'reign contempt, 
Ad noble ſcorn of its relentleſs malie. 
L. last. Shews ſovereign — and a ſcorn of 
ſenſe, 
Purſue no farther this deteſted theme: 
I will not die, 3 
For all that you can urge, until compel 
O0. #vilmot. How vain th* anxiety for EY 
* When the laſt means for ics ſupport are 
Were famine not as mortal as Mo: - 8 
This warmth might be exculed—Bur rake thy choice 
Die how you will, you ſhall not die alone. | 
1 4 Gove, Nor live, I hope. 
Vi mot. There is no fear of that. 
. Wiimit.. Then we'll both live. 
O. Wiln:t. Where are the means? Strange folly —— 
L. Miimot. The means are here cheſe je wela —— 
O. Wilmot. Ha ! ——Take heed: ; 
Perhaps doſt but try me yet take heed— 
There's notight ſo monſtrous but the mind of man 


In ſome conditions may be — — — 

1 heft, ſacrilege, — and 

When deſperation drove. E cance 
wou'd ſtart to hear them nam d. 


By thoſe who once 
L. Viss. And add to theſe dereſted ſuicide, 
a crime much leſs, we may avoid. 


* 


- 


Which, "by 
O. Amn. What crime? 


A TH inhoſpitable murder of our gueſt ? 


How cou”. e dreadful, 
So cruel, - 1 = 
egg: 'Tis leſs impiery, 3 
To take another's life, than end our nn. 
O. Wilmot. It is no matter, whether this or that 


Be, in ickelf, the leſs or greater crime: 
They 


* 
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Fa 
They bent are crimes, ker neither be commined.——- 
What art thou 
eee 
Reaſon, thy Hobleſt power, is thus ſuborned 
To plead the cauſe of murder. 0 
L. Wilmot. You're too ſevere : Reaſon may juſtly 

For her own tion: and theſe means 

Are giv'n us to preſerve our wretched beings. 

His death alone gives us the means to live. 
O. Wilmot. Urgeme no more. I fear thy pow'rful | 
influence 

ZBut do net tempt me farther.— eaſe thee, Agnes. 
It is moſt true I cannot die without thee; 


And, if we live, ſharp penury and vant 

Will make life miſerable. What's to be done? 
I. Wilmer. Nothing remains. ON 4A 

But the ſwift execution of a deed 3 
That is not 23 2 3 4 


O0. Win. O Agnes, Agnes! 
Thou'ſt raĩs'd a tottering conflict in my mind : 
I am betray d within ! my reſolution fails - 
My will's ſubdu'd, and my whole ſoubs e 
O thou unhappy youth! ſay, what cou move thee, 
To put thy life and fortune in the hands 
Of wretches mad with anguiſh ! , 
IL. Wilmot. er 
ſtabbing ? ſuffocation ? or by ſtrangli ? 
Sake his death ? F S 
0. Wilmer. Icannot! will not do it ! - 
Ho cruel, how remorſeleſs and impatient 
Have pride and poverty made thee ? 

L. Want. Barbarous man! 
Whoſe waſteful riots ruin d our eftate, 
And drove our Son, ger the firſt down venſpred 
His roſy checks, ſpite of my ſad preſages, 
Earneſt intreaties, agonies and tears, 
To ſeek his bread „ü — AVER 


In 
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y pat.ence ; 
Thou cruel huſband thou unnar'ral father ! 
Thou moſt remorſcleſs, moſt man, 
To waſte my fortune, rob me of my fon ; 
To drive me to deſpair, and then reproach me 
For being what thou'ſt made me. 
O. Wiimo:. . . 
1-ought not to reproach confeſs 
Thar thou haſt ſuffer'd much :—So have we both. 


- Butchide no more. 


Thy ſharp wring me to the ſoul. 
Wiz the bin anguith of eu hare, 
ſufferings are more grievous 
—— chr Tm wrought up dt. 
I do this deed of deach- prigges.. pr at | 
_ Tho? my heart ſhudders,—tho? —_ 
Stiffens with horror — . | 
The poor ill-fated victim. 1 — — 
Upon the fatal couch, took off the ſaſh 
And « dagger. which thou ſaw'ſt him wear, 
And thus, unthinking, furniſh'd us with arma 
. 
L. Filmot. The ſaſn. 
If you uſe that, I can aſſiſt. 
O. Wilmot. No, * Fl Gare 
Tis a greadful office, 
Thy trembling hands the guilt- 8 8 
Andbri ng me word, if he be ſtill aſleep. [ Exit. L. Wilmot 
Tm decery'd, or he d himfetf | 
The happieſt of mankind. Unhappy wretch ! 
Thy thoughts are periſhing, „ vid 
Touch'd by the icy hand of griſly death, 
 Arewith'ring in their bloom--But theught extinguiſh'd 
— 23 3 


1 
+, 


— 


- 
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Vit Lon km thus ? 
To be a wich, . 
Cf every joy, and even hope i ö * 
&s | en is Why do I mouth him then ? 
For, by thy anguiſh that — td, 

Hc's to be envy'd, PITT 7 open 


Lady Wir nor with young Wituor's decyrinher bad. 


L. Wilmoz. The ſtranger E 
Sleeps ar preſent; bur  refilefs. 
His lumbers ſeems they can't continue _ 
Come, come,diſpatch — Here, I've ſecur d his dagger. 
* 2 — 0—+" 


= Weng: expeRtit (Goes totake the deprer, but lar vis fa 
| IL. Walmot. — for ſhame hate „„ 
de more 


o 


O. Milmot. How ſay ye—What's to be done 


What ould ye have me do? 


L. #ilmet. —— U do. 

The deed myſelf. 1 
O. Wilmos. Give me the fatal ſteel. 

"Tis but a fingle murder, 

Neceſſity, impatience and deſpair, 

AR ad ante of that true ( 

Grim poverty demands They ſhall be 

Ambition, perſccution, and revenge 

De vour their millions daily: 3 

But follow me, and fee how little cauſe ry 

You had to think there was the leaſt remains 

Of manhood, pity, — or remorſee 

Leſt in this ſavage breaſt. (Geing ue wrong wa” 

L. Wilmot. Where do you go? 

— EOEEY. 


o. wn. 
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O Wilmes. True | had forgot; - 

IL. NA.. Quize quite ednfoonded. 

O. Winer. We | Tam cose - 

I —T his is the way leni 
L. Wilmot O iohly l td)! e 

The leaſt no ſe undoes us. & 

Still 1 fear him: 0 

:.. cect dit 

That cowardly pauſe His reſolution fails — 


"Tis wiſely done to lift your eyes to heaven; 
When did you ray before ? I have no patience — 
How he ſurveys tim? What a look was there ? 4 
How full of anguiſh, pity and remorſe Hal 
c' never do it——Sinke, or give iter 
No, he recover But that trembling ama 
May miſs its aim; and if he fails. we're Joſt 
Hal tis done——O ! no; be lives, he et. 
Y. Wilmer. h heav'ns ! oh mercy, mercy i! 
* peat the boõ r. * 
What pow'r [ invoke” to aid thee Wilmot ! 
Ha ! no Yer hold by band—lnconſtane, wretched 
woman 
My heart recoils, es bleed with hin 
Whoſe —— Leonid O Wilmot! Wümot! 


* 
- 


| Caantor, Matix, EvSracey Randal, and others 
C: Mme we. * N 4 


Charlgt. What | The 
| range negle® doors are aft 


And nota living creature be ſeen. CE 


Old wier and Lid Wuteor return. 


Chariot. Sir, we are come to give and to receive 
A thouſand greeting W here is my Wilmot? 
Ha ! what can this mean ? 


Why do you look wi lach amazement on us ?——— 
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Are theſe for your ſon's return ? 
Nen e 2 he not been here 
Wou'd he defer your — = JJ 
Or cou'd a habit fo dif your ſon, | 
That yeu refus'd to own lim ?£® 09om 
„ N = 7 FY 
hat prodigy horror is diſcloſing 1 
To render murder venial. 
Y. Wilmot. (Groans) Oh! ob! oh! 


Bebe. Sure that deep groan came from 


ad 3 and foom'd the velzeof one expiring; 
 Metciful heaven ! where will thoſe terrors end? 
That's the my young maſter wore ; 
And fee his rs hands are ſtain'd with blood. 
(Te g Wilmot groans again. 
- Enface. — do we ſtand to gaze 
On theſe dumb of deſpair and horror? 
Ler us ſcarch farthet : Randal ſhew the way. a 
Charles. This is the third time thoſe fantaſtic forms 
Have forc'd themſelves upon my mental eyes, 
me more than waking pains. | 


re 
And terrors only guard your awful thrones, 
Remove this dreadful vifion——Let me awake, 
Or ſleep the ſleep of death. 

O. Wilmer. Sleep thoſe who may; 

I know my lot is endleſs perturbation. 

L Wil. Let life forſake the earth, tn light th uy 
And death and darkneſs in oblivion 

| Mankind and all their deeds, _— 
May ever riſe to hear our horrid tale, 

Or view the grave of ſuch deteſted parieides. 

O. Filmos. Curſes and deprecations are in vain : 
The fun will ſhine, and all things have their courſe. 
When we, the curſe and burden of the carth, 
6 


a. 


the inner 


Our 
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Our guilt and deſolation muſt be told, 


From age to to teach deponding mortals, 
How tar Voyold dir mich of human thought 
Heaven, when incens'd can puniſh—— Take this. 
I need not bid thee uſe it now. [Gives A dagger, 
Death now has loſt irs terror. 

L. Wilmot. Ever kind, 


But m ſt in this [tabs ber ſelf 
O Wilmot. I will not long n 


L. mot. Do not accuſe thy erring mother, Wilmot! 
Wich too much rigour when we meet 
Rivers of tears, and ages ſpent in howling 
Cou'd ne' er expreſs the anguiſh of my heart. 
To give thee life tor life, and blood for blood, 

Is not envugh. Had I ten thouſand lives, 
I'd give them all to ſpeak my patience 
Deep—and fincere—and equal to my crime. | Dies 


Crnakior hed into the Room by ber Maid.” * 
Cha lot. Welcome, Deſpair! Pl never hope again 
8 


Why have you forc'd me from my Wilmot's 
Let me return—— Unhand me Let me die 
By my dear dear Wilmot's ſide 

Ra. that till this moment ne er forſook me, 
Has took her flight; and my abandon'd mind, 
Re bellious to a lot fo void of mercy, 
And ſo unexpected. rages to madnels. 
O thou! who know'ſt our frame, who knowl theſe | 

woes, 
Are more than human fortitude cle bear. 
O] take me, take me hence, ere I — 
And in Jiſtraction, with unhallow'd 


Again arraign your mercy ——— [ Faint. 
Euſtace. Unhappy maid ! This ſtrange event my 
{trength. 


| Can ſcarce ſupport; no wander thine ſhould fail. | 
Ho ſhall I vent my grief? O Wilmot! Wilmot! 
G — 
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Wilks” SE. Aa 
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hot ou 

we! | * 


Are theſe the fruits of all thy anxious cares 


To 
May all 


For thy ungrateful parents? Cruel fiends.! 

To uſe thee thus To tecompence with death 

Thy moſt unequal'd duty and affection. 
W What whining fool art thou, who would'ſt 


| =p 
My ſovereign right of grief? Was he thy ſon 


Say! Can'ſt thou ſhew thy hands reeking with blood, 


That flow'd, thro? purer channels, from thy loins? 


Laier Forbid it heaven ! that  ſhquld know fuch 

Yet his ſad fate demands commiſeration. 
O. Wilmot. Compute the ſands that bound the ſpa- 
cious ocean. 


And ſwell their number with a ſingle grain ; 
| Increaſe the noiſe of thunder with thy voice; 


Or when raging wind lays nature waſte, 
Aﬀiſt the tempeſt with thy feeble breath; 
Add water to the ſea, and fire to Etna; 
Bur name not thy faint ſorrow with the anguiſh 
Of a curs'd wretch who only hopes for this 

* 8 Is babbinę himſelf. 
the ſcene, but not relieve his pain. 
Randal. A dreadful inſtance of the laſt remorſe ! 
r woes end here. 

O. Wilmet. O wou'd they end 
A thouſand ages hence, I then ſhould ſuffer 


Much lefs than I deſerve. Yet, let me lay, 


You'll do me juſtice, to inform the worid, 

This horrid deed, that puniſhes itſelf, 

Was not intended, as he was our ſon; 

For that we knew not, *cill it was too late. 

Proud and impatient under our afflictions, 

While heaven was labouring to make us happy, 

We brought this dreadful ruin on ouricives 
Mankind may learn but— oh Dies. 


Crantlo” 
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Cuaxror returns with Mania, is 4 great rage, 
ber barr, &c. with ag onies of death frrongh on be. 


Charlet. Oh! where is my dear Wilmot ? 
Why do you keep him from me ? 
Muſt I be wretched forever ? 
Hark ! I hear him groan !- 
He call re i him forake an everlaſting e. 
Maria. Be patient, dear madam. 
Cbarlot. Talks thou to me of patience z 
No, I am wretched, 
And will not live without my Wilmot : 
One grave ſhall hold us both. 
What's 1 


Ahl that fatal d 
That robb'd me = love, 


And thos it ends a miſerable life. Lal, ber ſelf. 


+5 

1 
* 
. 


Randa | 
Sen leaſt be wie, nor Com * 
Of s myſterious ways, 4 reign = 
Ts nn rote 
Who made mankind, verus but his own 2 
'Tho? re be ſet ere uon. 


The ripe in virtue, never die too . 


A LET? 


his Lady, while under Sentence of 
Death at Wincheſter. 8 


* VO dall receive, my dear wife, my laſt words 
y in theſe my laſt lines. My love, I ſend it 
you that you may keep it when I am dead; and my 
<< council, that you may remember it when I am no 
* more. I would not, with will, preſent you ſorrows, 
dear Beſs: Let them go into the grave with me, and 
de buried in the duſt; and, ſeeing it is not the will of 
God that [ ſhall ſee you any more, bear my deſtruc- 
** tion patiently, and with a heart like yourſelf. 


« Firſt, I ſend you all thethanks which my heart can 
. © conceive, or my words expreſs, for your many tra- 
* vails and cares for me: which, tho? they have nor 
taken eſſect, as you wiſhed, yet my debt to you is 
not the leſs ; but pay ic I never ſhall in this world. 


X * ' "*" 
7 * Se * 
- =» e . 
__— , 3 . _ * : J 
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* He was kept at Wincheſter near a month after he was con- 
demned, in daily expectation of death. The night before his 
death, he wrote the following verſes, which were found in his 
Bible a A | 


Even ſuch is time ! who takes in truſt 
Our youth, our joys, and all we have. 
And pays us but with earth and duſt; 
Who, in the dark and ſilent 

When we have wander'd all our ways, 
Shuts up the Rory ot our days. | 
But from that earth, that grave and duſt, 
The Lord ſhall raiſe me up, I truſt. 


« Secondly, 


TETTER from the unfortunate 
and famous Sir WaL TEN RaLzOn, to 
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„ Thirdly, you ſhall underſtand, that my lands were 
<« conveyed bona fide, to my child. The writings were 
* drawn at Midſummer was twelve months; as divers 
< can witneſs : and, I truſt, my tlood will quench their 
© malice, who deſired my ſlaughter, that they will not 
« ſeek to kill you and your's with extreme poverty. 

«. To what friend to direct you, I know not; for all 
mine have left me in the true time of trial! Moſt ſorry 
« 1 am, that, being thus ſurprized by death, I can 
leave you no better eſtate. God hath prevented all 
« my determinations ; that Great Gop, who worketh 
<« all in all ! if you can live free from want, care for no 
more; for the reſt is but vanity. Love God; and 
begin betimes : In Him you will find true, everlaſt- 
<« ing, and endleſs comfort. When you have travelled 
and wearied yourſelf with all forts of worldly cogita- 
<« tions, you ſhall fit down by ſorrow in the end. Teach 
your ſon alſo to ſerve and fear God, whilſt he is young, 
that the fear of God may grow up in him; then will 
« God be an huſband to you, and a father to him; an 
„ huſband and a father that can never be taken from 


j Bailieoweth mea thouſand and Adrian fix 

* hundred. In y alſo I have much owing me. 
5 K 
* poor men. When I am dead, no doubt you ſhall be 
2 tor the world thanks I was very 


* Have 
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a from Sir Wares Raptor, 


. „Ke as i 
* aniater dry can beta) yauc in this life, chan co the> ” 
comes unto the world, and after to be deſpifed. 9 

< 1 peak, God knows, not to dilfuade you from mar. 1 

* riage ; for it will be beſt ſor you, boch in reſpect of 
4 God, and the world. As forme, I am no more vou:r's, ; 
nor you mine ; death hath cut us aſunder, and God 
* harh divided me fromthe world, and you from me. 


% Remember your poor Child, tor his father's ſake, 
< who loved you in Fn his b. ppieſt eſtate. I ſued for my 
6 life; but God knows, it was for you and yours, that 
* deſired it For you know, my dear wife, your child 
is the child of 2 true man, who, in his own reſpect, 

*I cannot write much: God knows how hardly I 
<<, ſteal this time, when all fleep ; and it is alſo time for 
4 ene to ſeparate my thoughts from the world. Beg 
* my dead body, which, living, was denied you, 
* and lay in Excter church, by my facher ad mother. 


© Lean ſay no more. Time and death call me away. 


has En, and end a 0 men neh y — 
* ler my true God hold you both in his _ 


« Yours, that was, but now not mine own, 
2 2 * WALTER RALEC H- 
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